* ; #7 5 
/ : 3 Gs ©" -< g 6 — 7 
. / 5 4 
F . (DA Li 
\ 4 a 
; : Wa { 5 0 14 4 
7 f » 4 2 K's are . 8 "x 25 


Nee d 4 
KF | 7 7 DS 


A rare Example of a vertuous Maid in Paris, 
W ho was by her own Mother procured to be put in Priſon, thinknig 
there by to compel ker to Popery, bur ſhe continued to 
the end, and finiſhed her life in the Fire, 

Tune is, O man in deſperation. 


T was a Ladies Daughter, Pou Ladies ofthis City, 
of Paris pꝛoperly. mark well my wozos (quoth ſhe) 
Her Bother her commanded Although J ſhall be burned, 
to Pals that ſhe ſhould hie; vet do not pitty me. 
O par don me dear mother Pour ſelves J rather pitty, 
her Daughter dear did lav: J weep fo your decay, 
. Unto that filthy Zvol, Amend your time fair Ladies, 
J never can obey, and dono time delay, 
With weeping and with wailing, Then came her Pother weeping, 
her mother then did go, her Daughter to behold : 
Ts aiſemble her kinsfolks, And in her hand ſhe bzought her 
that they the truth map know: a a book covered with gold. 
Mho being then aſſembled, Thꝛow hence (quoth ſhe ) that Jdol, 
they did this Maiden call, convey it from my fight, 
And put her into p2iſon, And bzing me hit her my Bible, 
to fear her therewithal. wherein J moſt delight. 
But where they thought to fear her, But my diſtreſſed Pother 
the did moſt ſtrong endure ; why weep you -- be content, 
Although her years were tender Pou have to death delivered me, 
her faith was firmand ſure ; moſt like an innocent: 
She weigh' d not their allurements Tozmenter do thine office 
ſhe lear d no ſiery flame: on me when thou think*lt beſt, 
ſhe hop'd thꝛough Chꝛiſt her Saviour, But God my heavenly father 
to have immoytal fame, will bzing myſoul to reft. 
Weko2e the Judge they bꝛought her, But, O my aged Father, 
thinking that ihe would turn, where ever thou doſt lie, = 
And there ſhe was condemned Thou kns wſt not thy poo? daughter 
in fire fo2 to burn: is readp koꝛ to dye: | 
Inſtead of golden Bacelets, But yet amongſt the Angels, 
with co2ds they bound her faſt : in heaven J hope to dwell, 
By God grant me with patience Thercfoze my loving Father 
(quoth ſhe) to die at laſt. J bid thee now farewel. 
And on the mozrow after, Farewel likewiſe my mother, 
which was her dying day; adieu my friends ao, 
They ſtript this filly Damtoſel God grant that you by others, 
out of her rich array : map never feel ſuch woe: 
Per chain of gold lo coſtly Fozſake your ſuperſtition 
away fromt her they take, the cauſe of moꝛtal ftrite : 
And the again molt joyfully Imbzate Gods true Religion 
did all the wozld fozlake. fo2 which J loſe my lite. 
Anto the place of tozmient When all theſe woꝛds were ſpoken, 
they bꝛought her ſpeedily, then come the man of death, 
With heart and mind moſt conſtant, Mho kindled (oon a fire, = 
ſhe willing was to dye: which ſtop'd this Uirgins breath: 
But ſeeing many Ladies To Chit her only Saviour 
alſembled in that place: ſhe did her ſoul commend, = 
Theſe wo2ds ſhe then pꝛonounced, Farewel (quoth ſhe) good people, 
luͤmenting then their caſe, and thus the made an end. 
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